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The above photograph shows the utter desolation caused by the great fire of June 25.

at a height of about 3,000 feet.

The flames swept over more than one-third of the 'amous ity of .Massachusertts, destroying many places of historic interest. The picture was taken

SECRETS OF THE TRADE OF AUTHOR REVEALED BY ENGLISH WRITER

ANY peopla are lured by some
/ miysterious fascination to try
l their hands nuthorship who

no lent
writing, The res i% that the paths |
f literature are thickly strewn with

pitiabla failures of thoee who are
firted for the work only a few meet
with & fir inl uccess, while many

who are reckoned as stars in the lil-‘

aral firmament earn but a scanty in-
come from thelr publications

That weill known Knglishman A, R,
Hope Moncrieff has just completed his

half o«nt I8 AN au r, and to coms-
memorate the event 18 issued A vol-
imea ! tha Macmillan Company
called “A I3 vbont Authors” In It

he reveals suome sccrets about the
trade of writing and the income of
' Known writors.

At first, he says, our hungry author-

Hog s content with a taste of pralse;
he s even observed to go long on a
wir r own satisfaction; but
KOO r later he woakes up with ap-
petite for a peck of more solld prov-

ender and desires what the Americans
call "compensation” for the labor he
delights in, And there's the rub! He
facls that his indentures to literature
should be sealed with gold, not always
forthcoming. Sweet I8 the watchdog's
honest bark, and a great many other
things are mentioned by poets as most
Erateful under ecertain clreumstances;
yet perhaps If they told the whole truth
nothing in their experlence has come
mora welcome--unless the proof she
=-thun the nrst cheaek recelved for their
Versey I knew a highly respectable
#alleitor who all his life wore at his
watch chaln A soveresign he had earned
‘n youth as price of an article, fondly
bearing it for A& charm by which from
tima to time he could forget the dusty
paths of his prosperous ecaresr, Agam,
T knew a clergyman commissioned by a
feriain princess to write a short letter
ta the T.ondon papers stating the part
*ha had played In three coronatlons,
For this « ommunication ona paper sent
hm an henorarium of elghteen pence,
and it was refreshing to witness the
prde and joy with which my old friend
#rhihited the first money his pen had
ever falrly earncd In three score and
ten Years. So far has opinlon veered
tince the day when a nobleman or gen-
Ueman dabbling in literaturs aban-
doned hin shars of the profit to the pub-
"lsher, as a busy eltizen may bestow on
the usher the groat earnoed by serving
AN a Sheriff’s Jury. T now appears, in-
deed, as if authorship tends to become
# privilege of the arlstoeracy, the
plutocruy and ether men of means, who
ned ive o maore profituble calllng
"for this dle trade.”

¥ The Urer question T would put dsli-
cately to untried writers in, What do

they propose to write about? They|
will early have used up their original |
stock of rhyming addresses to the moon |

whatever for|and such like. Their stories are too

much in & minor key or strained too
high on falsetto notes to get admiring
audience. As yet they have gathered
little wool by moonlight, and have noth-
ing to spin into fiction but their own
threads of fragile and fluttering emo-
tion, with which Arachne herself could
hardly contrive a pleasing web. Sull
less lkely are they to'have picked up
enough useful knowledge to fill their
shop window, The best of it is usually
some vague idea of copying one or other
popular author of the moment. In nine
cases out of ten our young author has
as yet no promising pigs of his own
to drive to market, while he is not
gure of the way to his market
and quite unawars what a bad
market this 18 in  which demand,!
except for a rare llne of wares,
will be seldom brisker than eupply. |
I recall one particularly confident bard
who sent me from South Africa a small |
volume of poems very badly printed at
Kimberley, along with some n;nnlunu|
of the local press, the most g-mph.'u:rl
describing hils work as “a mixture nfl
bosh and blasphemy”: this revelation
of genius he desired me to have at once
reprinted in London and to send him the
proceeds without delay. That, of course, |
mada a mere miniature of Bir Walter
Scott's experience, when from Ameriea |
he had to pay £6 postage on each |
of two bulky parcels, sent by nm-,-‘
cessive posta for more safety, the con- |
tents being duplicate coples of a play |
entitled “The Cherokee Lovers,”" which
the youthful author desired him to
titivate for sale to a Britlsh ;mhllnln—r‘
and to arrange for its production on
the London stage. :

The trustful youngsters who invited
me to put them In the way of at once |
making a Uving by their bent for writ. |
ing usually assumed that T have reaped |
& rich harvest on the fields where they
would glean in turn. Let me unde- |
cefve them. I thank the goodness and |
the grace that made me not wholly de-
pendent on my pen, yet I have plied it
a8 Industriously as any hack writer In
Gruhb street., After a good many years
of diligent work, during which I had
kept account of my galnz, I had the
curiosity to sum them up, with the re-
sult that, taking one year with another,
I seemed to have made an income of
about 100 guineas per annum, and this
without setting down per contra many
such incldental expenses as honks, stas
tionery, postage, oflice room and general
wear and tear of one's necessary equip-
medts, not to speak of expensive jour-
neys that supplled part of my raw ma-
terial, nor the prime cost of my educa-

tlon in spelling, rhyining, quoting and
80 forth: items which, in a strictly kept
ledger, would overbalance the whole
amount shown as profit,. May one not
iy that any clerk in a publisher's who
had been as long at the business might
look for a higher salary?

Even If authors were apt at kKeeping
account books these are naturally not
a8 open to the public as their other

works, but from casual disclosures |
lately made on this head 1 can |

comfort myself by considering how
I am not worse off than  somae

| more deserving competitors, I sew

it stated that Lafcadio Hearn,
whose work has come Into 80 much
admiration in our generatlon, made

rather less than myself, about £100 a

year., John Addington Symonds's liter-
ary income (8 put at the same fHgura;
and ha was at more expense for cul-
tura than most of us. Prof. Church, a
diligent laborer, hag aute wraphically
et down his average recs s at £135
vt year, George Glssing's “New Grub
Street” {8 n work of fictlon which this
author was well able to bass upon hu-
man and other documents; and his ac-
count makes but a beggarly one. James
Payn, modestly reckoning himself
among the first dozen or so of popular
story tellers In his time, reports that
for more than thirty years he mada an
average Iincome of £1,500, as to which

he doesa not complain, but justly notes |
it as small compared with the gains of |

successful men in other professions,

The case of the poets Is hntnrluul:l
their virtuse has in nine cases out of

ten to be its own reward. Tennyson's
must be tnken for a phenonenal In-
stance, who was such a keen man of
business or so well advieed that he
could afford a coronet after ruining
three publishers, as the giba went, Moat
bards win nothing but a crown of pars-
ley or wild ollve; If they make any
money it 1s not till they have sung
themselves hoarse; and all thelr lives
they may have to publish at thelr own
expense, I think it was Aubrey de Vere
who declared that he could always
double his Income by laying down his
pen, even as a brlefless barrister opined

| that he waa sure of being €200 & year

to the good by not golng circult. Are
there not Crabbes and Chattertons
starving among us this day on a succes
d'estime? There are no sinecure offices
golng nowadays, such as that on which
Wordsworth llved whila the Lakeland
Muse, through his most frultful years,
hardly could keep him in shoe leather.

Anthony Trollope was making, for the
first ten years of his career, something
like the price of his paper and ink, but,
tn ha sure, lived to earn some (3,000 n
year, Without beating the bush In sur-
mises, let us take what Bir Waller Ila

In “The I'en and the Book™ he calcu-

'i.x:--a that thero were some thirteen

hundred English writing novelists at
work, of whom some dozen at the most
gained large incomes, and sixty or sev-
enty might reach four figures in thelr

| returns, whila rather more than twice
ag many made £400 a year and upward,

two hundred had to content themselves
with £100 a year or so, and the rest
with “little or nothing."

Bince then Arnold Bennett has
furnished & more cheerful estimate,
He states that over a hundred novellsts
get L300 for every novel they write;
that & ¢ertain number count thelr gnins
in thousands ¢f pounds, and that a
handful run into five figures. One pop-
ular story teller he mentions as being
recently pald at the rate of three shil-
lings a word, or thirty shillings a line,
an advance upon the sixpenca a word
Lwuls Stevenson could command at the
end of hls earcer. One shrinks from
mentioning the names of those million-
alres, as some of them are merely more
or less faclle writers who have had the

| luck or the cleverness to hit a vein

of popular taste not llkely to ba ex-
ploited In another generation and In
Bome cases soon worked out,

What are we to say of solld lltera-

Iturn, such as in the opinion of some
| should monopolize this title? The gen-

eral reader might be surprised to learn
how many useful and approved works
have Lo come out at the author's ex-
pense, seldom repald him, His best
chance {8 to be employed by a publisher
who keeps an enterprising eye open for
what pattern of gossiplng history, in-
discreet blography or smart writing on
things in general will be in brief de-
mand at the circulating llbraries, Many
a book which would not stand upright
by itself will do so as part of a4 serles,
which it Is the publisher's craft to plan,
As a hint of how cheap lliterary labor is
for such undertakings I may mention
what a friend of mine Imparts to me,

| & man of university distinction and long

literary practice: he wrote for a well
known serles two volumes requiring
historical research, each of them con-
taining nearly 60,000 words, and for
each he was pald £20, which comes to
exactly the proberbial penny a line, less
than some musle hall llons get nightly
for tickling the ears of the vulgar with

a single ditty, Another thriving series |
of volumes, twice as large, costs £40, T |

am creditably Informed, for the llterary
labor of each. I have:beslde me a vol-
ume of gome 500 double columned small
print pages, stuffed full of dull but use=-

| ful information, the collection of 1t look-

Ing like a good work, for which a slave

jof the pen was pald €35, One could

easlly muliiply such revelations; but it

the scenes will contradiet, that most |a dozen hours at a stretceh.
authors are glaud to get anything f'lflll‘l)', by the way, who underitook to
| their work, and that most books bring | translate all Balzm
fifty volumes long"-
only by a little fell short of accomplishs |
| Ing this gigantle task,
Authorship and journalism, it is sald,
tend to become fused In our time;
of up to dateness
shrink from dwelling
His outlook on the literary
world, It may ba percelved, inclineg to
| Fetrospective Views,

{ their author next Lo no profit, unless in
the experience of loss,

one of my ex-clients for advice comes
back to accuse me, after years spent
on the paths he has made out for him-
self. His report Is that, what with one
thing and another, by pushing with
| pub

by sending in a paragraph here and a
column there, by despising no job as
too petty, by taking no rejection as
final, he has ufter all made nearly as
large an income, with mora toll, trouble
and anxiety, than he might have ex-
||-n1-|1 in the occupation which I ad-
"I-'ml him not lightly te abandon
|

One thing the young author must be
warned to expect, that pecunlary suc-
cess 18 not lkely to come to him with-
out industry, He looks forward to
daundering about sunny banks and
braoes where he can at ease pick flowers
| of sentiment and fancy . but in real life
the poet ghould learn to scorn delights
and live laborious days of study, ex-
periment and strictly meditating what
may be a thankless muse. Anyhow,
there I8 little money to be made of toy-
Ing with a facile muse, What the light
minded aspirant admires is the irregu-
larity of work which often grants long
holidays alternated with labor pushed
on a8 in hot spells of haymaking and
harvesting. Many authors do thelr
work much by fits and starts, but the
ruck of them prosper only on condition
of attending punctually to business,

A book, however long it may have
been In incubation, has sometimes to he
hatched in hasts, by dint of asslduous
sitting. The history of Uterature could
be ransacked for tours de force per-
formed by members of this idle gang.
Heckford's statement was that he wrote
“Vathek" in French with a slngle
spurt kept up through three days and
two nights, but indeed from hls own
correspondence it has been shown that
he must have been thinking of but one
eplsode, and that the whole work went
, through much labor limm. Johnson,
leas likely to delude himself, declared
that he wrote “Rasselas™ In tha evenings
of a single week, spurred out of his
habltual procrastination by need of
money for his molher's funeral. Sir
! Walter Scott finlshed “Guy Mannering"
In six weeks, and we know how awiftly
in his Lroken old age he plied the pen
for his ereditors, Dumas, making all
allowance for “ghostly” asslstance,
must have been a most dlligent scribe
before typewriting days. Balzac, when
in full blast, would go to bed at ¢ and

sant has to tell us, who ought to know. }!s enough to say what no one behind | get up at midnight, tv work mors than

*the new edition,
in three years, and

shers, by walting on  editors, l-).
H},u-].ln,; an eve open for every chance, |
whereas the “live”
{ Journalist's watchword .
] Forly years ago [ facetiously remarked |
to Oliver Wendell Holmes, “posted

Since then our periodical press has ln---n|
quickly posting itself In phrases and | and soul together hungrily desires to
New | be bought, but hls customers are stll

York and Chicago from | less liberal with bread than with stony

Paternoster Row stands on a slight
eminenca which an old Inscription de-
highest point of thae

overshadowed

of Fleet Street, [f the book market he

stalle hard by the latter is largely to
Newspapers are
books, offer more varlety,

keenly for the popular taste and can

newspapers that |t has less lelsure for
newspapers do not
poaching on the preserves of
literature, supplying daily articles that
the place of political
und periodical essays, along with poems,
stories, essays, sclentiflo, dldactlo and
humorous matter as well as the latest
telegrams and
money market.
or even A gay

chance has a

the utlle with
The mere author,

some caunse for looking l!kuw&on the l class of materials.

prosperous journalis:.

Most authors, when one comes to
think if it, are blacklegs, men of af-
fairs scribbling in their evening hours,
Journalists who begln their day with a

| turn at fiction, retired officers, clergy-

men, ladies of fashlion, millilonalres, aven
kings and queens; all sorts and condl-
tions of men contribute to bring down
literary warges by cheapening  thein
work to such a point that they will
even pay fur overstocking a poor mars
ket. Then remember how all approved
authors become  ghostly  blacklegs,
haunting the glimpses of the moon in
cheaply e wnt aditions, which are
bought In huge numbers at the present
day: one 18 not always so sure of them
being read.

The author who has still to keep body

praise. The last thing jyour “warm”

informed, has wrought such | citlzen cares to buy Us a book, unless
changes In the street of newspaper for-
tunes and misfortunes that the most | coppers. He Judges It mean not to pay
experienced editor of Delane's or Edwin | o
Arnold’s time might find himself a Rip
and | he will take any pains to borrow a book
machinery, all working at highest pres- | rather than buy It In the average
sure with a din which might scare those | British household the sum spent on
young lions of the Daily Telegraph that | literature through the year would
roared so {mposingly for the last gen-
I meddie not with matters that
ara too fast for me, except In so far as
denylng to the faclle reporter with muiﬂmu:"h the Ubraries, to which book-
“scoops” and his “storles” the dignity |sellers have to give check by a move of
of right authorship, a eraft he has gone | artificial prices that puts new hooks be-
fur to demorallze by the rattles und[h»nd the reach of most pockets, There
corils with which he exerts himself to
make that great baby the public

when it comes down to its welght in

a bottle of wine, for a stall at the
theatre, for a cab, for a bouquet, when

hardly make a physiclan's fee to cure
the sequele of a banquet the cost of
which might fill a bookshelf Thus

I8 something to be sald for the system

of jolnt stock libraries, whence the sub-

seriber can have a wide cholee of books

without the need of cumbering his

rooms with a kind of furniture Hkely
to collect only too much dust. But
when a rate paying maker of books s

forced to support public libraries at

which the neighbors may come by hia
wares without cost It seems adding
insult to injury that he should bea in-

| vited to take the wind out of his own

sails by a contribution of gratis coples,

| People who make such applications

do not perhaps understand how an au-
thor may have to pay for his own
books, with only & little more discount
than is given to the ordinary customer;
or it he have books to glve anway why
it 18 not In the case of a succesatul
performance that deadheads are wel-
come, The managers of one library
wrotea me that having spent most of
thelr money on the building they ex-
pected me to aid in supplying it with
books I handed thls statermnent to &

man of the world whose expostition

was that people who dealt in bricks and
mortar had to be pald for them, but
ink and paper came Into a different
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